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Tell Lies and Feed Candy 


Author's Notes: 
This story features also Dylan Donkin. After Jason quit Metallica, he and Dylan were part of Echobrain and 


recorded an album together. 


Dylan wasn't all that beautiful, but he was sexy. No question about it. Sexy as all get-out. Was it the way he 
moved, strutting across the room like a cat coming back from trouble? Or the way he would look at you, with 
a smile that was somewhere half-way between shy and promising the best fuck of your life. 


No, Jason decided. It wasn't half-way between. It was both, at the same time. 


Draped across Jason's bed, relaxed, Dylan had one hand tucked under his head while the other rubbed small, 


lazy circles around his navel. And he was getting hard, again 


With his back propped against the pillow, his breathing not quite back to normal yet, Jason watched Dylan from 


under half-closed eyelids. It would take him longer than that before he was ready for another round, but 
nothing wrong with watching Dylan touch himself . . . . 


The smell of sweat and sex hung in the air. Jason wiped the side of his face and pulled in a long breath. The 
sex drained every ounce of energy out of him. It left him raw, uninhibited, and wanting more. Definitely wanting 


more. 


After the first couple times-and that was four, almost five, weeks ago-he stopped finding excuses for calling. 


"Do you wanna come over and jam?" changed into, "Can you come over now?" Dylan was only a phone call away. 


Sometimes Jason would lie awake at night-alone, Dylan never stayed over—and ask himself what the fuck he 
was doing. Or how much longer it would be before things got out of control. Because he still had it under 
control, right? 


Dylan rolled over. His foot touched Jason's, rubbed it in a teasing, playful way which meant, "Let's do it again" 
He scooted closer and rested his head on Jason's thigh. His tongue darted out, lapped at the skin, coming close 
to but not touching Jason's cock. 


Jason groaned and pushed his hips up. 


He had never wondered how it would feel to be hit on by a seventeen year old. Maybe if he had, he'd have 


been able to turn the blatant come-on into a joke and stop this before it even started. 


He ran his fingers along the back of the Dylan's neck and into his hair still damp with sweat. The sex-the sex 


was mind-blowing. 

Dylan's hand slipped in between Jason's thighs, reached for his balls. Jason shifted, spreading his legs. A moan 
escaped his lips when those long, soft fingers closed around his cock, stroked it. Yeah ... fuck... that's it... 
He didn't realize that his eyelids had fallen shut until he felt a wet kiss on his hip, followed by "I love you." 


Shit. Not now. Jason refused to open his eyes. He focused on the surge of pleasure rushing through his body. 
Dylan's hand kept going. Warm breath swept over the head of his cock. 


"Do you love me, Jase?" 

The tip of Dylan's tongue teased, swirled around, then pulled away. Jason clenched his teeth, drew in a ragged 
breath. his fingers curled around Dylan's hair, tugged on it. He tried to bring that mouth closer, but Dylan 
resisted. When he finally pried his eyes open, he found himself looking straight into Dylan's. 


Dylan's hand moved slowly up and down Jason's shaft. His mouth opened slightly. He licked his lips, his gazed 
fixed on Jason. "Do you love me?" 


Jason wanted that mouth on his cock. Now. "Yeah. | do. | love you too." 


Two rows of teeth flashed in a smile that broke on Dylan's face. He nuzzled Jason's balls and planted a kiss at 
the top of Jason's cock Then he let go of it, eased up and cradled his head on Jason's shoulder. "I'm starving," 
he said, snuggling against Jason's body. 


Jason released the breath he had been holding. Sometimes Dylan drove him crazy, and not in a good way. He 


would have to feed him before round two. 

"We can order Chinese, or a pizza, but for now ... ." He fumbled around the nightstand, pushed away the 
empty beer can and found the soft wiggly feeling of the plastic bag. He ripped its corner off with his teeth. 
Ever since Dylan had started coming over, there was always plenty of that stuff lying around the studio and 


his house. 


Jason pressed the pad of his thumb against Dylan's mouth, forced it open. "Here, have some licorice." 


(end) 


